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In A Hidden Place 
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January |, 1985. Manchester, England. 


"We don't want any.” A muffled voice drones dismissively from inside the large industrial district flat, a few 


seconds following a set of short insistent knocks. 


"Linder, it's me." Morrissey answers back in a slight falsetto, once again rapping his knuckles harder against the 
cold iron of the door frame. There's a moment of tense silence before Morrissey hears the steady pattering 
of footsteps grow ever nearer from inside before the door swings open revealing a smiling yet quite obviously 


exhausted Linder Sterling. 


Her face was bare, and her eyes, which were usually garnished in elaborate multicolored liners and shadows 


were now pale and swollen, her hair which in normal circumstances would be similarly elaborate and 
fashionable, lay flat and mattered on one side of her head, as though she had been buried for a thousand 
years, having only just resurfaced, her unique if not sometimes gaudy outfits were replaced by her, although 
practical, comparatively boring and unfashionable house robe which granted, fit her slim body like a glove, the 
top opened slightly revealing the small shape of her breasts. She's clutching a saucer of tea like she couldn't 
bear to be without it, the steam rising and evaporating into the crisp morning air in soft intervals. Despite it 


all, she was lovely, and she knew it. 

She's greeted by the sight of her tall, gangly best friend, his eyes closed, and hiding behind a bouquet of 
classic long steamed roses, as if he were playing a very bad game of hide and seek. He opens his eyes slowly, 
and peeps his head from behind them to smile at her. 

"Happy New Years." He tells her, sweetly. 

"You fucking gimp." She laughs, using her free hand to pull at her robe to cover herself. "In all our years 
together, I'll never understand this perverse fascination you seem to have with the crack of dawn" She shakes 
her head in only semi - mocking disapproval. 

"Its half past 9" He deadpans, checking his wristwatch. 

"| don't see how that makes any difference." 

"Come now, Linder." He chastises. "Haven't you heard? The early bird catches the worm, and all that?" 

"ve caught enough worms for one lifetime, thank you very much, and they were all in bottles of Tequila" 

He stares at her for a moment, like he hadn't the slightest idea what Tequila was, or why of all things a worm 
would be in it, or why anyone would want to drink something so unsanitary in the first place, and she honestly 
can't help the laugh that flows through her."Never mind, dear. Happy New Years to you as well" She smiles at 
the singer fondly, stepping outside to give him a quick side hug, and a kiss on the cheek 


"These are for you, by the way," Morrissey smiles, holding the roses out to her. 


Linder assumed as much, but her eyes still shone in gratitude, and despite the hangover, she gives him a wide 


smile, leaning the flowers over one shoulder before stepping back inside. 


"Well, don't just stand there twiddling your thumbs about. We'll freeze our arses off out here. Come in, come 


in!" She motions with her free arm for him to come inside. 
She shivers as she closes the door behind him. 


It's warm, and it reminds Morrissey of home. It reminds him of a feeling he'd felt many times years ago, at 


the times when he'd spent day after agonizing day of his tender adolescence, within the confines of that 


wretched school, with those wretched children he was forced to call classmates, with all those wretched, 
under qualified, and truly deranged teachers who had made it their life's work to stomp out every creative 
impulse, every free thought, every inquiry not related to woodwork, or shoehorning or whatever mindless field 
they were trying to force you into, and everything that truly, truly made a person worthwhile out of their 
students, and oh, the hellish banality of it all. It reminded him of his mother, how after everyday she allowed 
him to nurture himself back to himself. His true self. She didn't try to change it, she didn't try to change him. 
His very being what made him, him. She accepted it. 


Linder reminds him of his mother, in a way. 

He watches as she places the flowers on the small wooden table in her living area, before disappearing into the 
kitchen. He takes a moment to admire her home. You wouldn't know from looking at the outside, with it's 
industrial design, of dirt and cold steel panels, but it was surprisingly spacious on the inside, tastefully 
furnished, and very modern. He walls were adorned with rows of paintings, some of them Morrissey recognized 
as her own, others were obscure pieces that Linder had taken a liking to. 


She comes out half a minute later with a large mason jar he imagined she used as a vase. 


"| would do the whole dancing bit, and wave the flowers about like a special, but l'm too tired" She laughs. "You 
understand?" 


"You saying that | look that a special?" He counters back. 

"Well, what do you call it, then?" She replies, her tone sharp in playful indignation 

"I call it art." He says with the upmost seriousness. 

She laughs, and places the jar on the table in front him. "Absolutely. However you have to admit, it does look a 
bit silly."If it doesn't look silly, you're not doing it right.."She ignores him, and instead places her vase and 
flowers on the table directly next to the couch where she had obviously been resting minutes earlier, the 
pillows crumpled, and blankets spilling out onto the hardwood floor. 

She walks back over to Morrissey who is still standing near the door, and now that his hands weren't full, she 
could embrace him properly. 


‘Its no trouble at all" Morrissey says quietly, wrapping his arms around her, and hugging her tight. 


Linder pulls away, caressing the side of his face, and looking into his eyes again with such fondness and pride, 


that this time it makes Morrissey turn away, shyly.” 


"Now don't go running off on me, love! Im just so happy to see you. I've missed you like madl" She tells him, 
holding her arms out and waving them about in excitement. 


She was always very expressive in the way she talked to him, it had a way of putting him at ease. It seemed 


that people; especially now felt the need to constantly walk on eggshells around him. It was unnerving, and 
usually made him feel very isolated, people always had a habit of doing that, of making him feel as though he 
didn't belong, like they were only tolerating his presence. People always seemed to treat him differently than 
everyone else, and that hurt more than he was ever willing to let on He never felt that around her, she never 


held back. He supposes that's what made her such a great artist. 


‘I've missed you too." He tells her, after she had settled. 
~WWWWUWSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS- 
Tea?" She asks him, the loud whistle reminding her that she had the kettle on 


Morrissey only nods, and says nothing else. Knowing that Linder was familiar with how he takes his tea. It was 
a comforting thoughtLinder comes back in no more than a minute, two cups in hand, a tea bag steeping in 


each. 
"-and Johnny sends you his regards as well" He adds, once she was in earshot again 


Linder smiles warmly, careful not to spill either saucer, handing one to Morrissey, before sitting down beside 


him, with her own cuppa, her knees facing his. 


"Where is your laddy-love, then?" She grins, looking about almost as if she was expecting Johnny to crawl out 


from underneath the table, or from behind the curtains. 


"le heard from a reliable source." She draws out, spooning her tea slowly and smoothly. "That the two of you 
are practically attached at the hip." She looks up at him, lifting an eyebrow suggestively, and grinning before 
taking a small sip. 


Morrissey catches the double entendre, and blushes brightly at the insinuation, playfully pushing Linder's knees 


away from him. "Don't be vulgar!" He whines. 

Linder laughs good and hard for a few moments at the absurdity of it, Morrissey was for all intents and 
purposes, a grown man, and it amused her to no end that after all these years, despite his success, and fame, 
and notoriety. For all his proclamations of being a "sex symbol" Morrissey was still the shy little thing she had 


stumbled upon all those years ago. 


Her laughter dies down, and Morrissey clears his throat softly, before starting up again. "He's back at our flat, 
resting. He's recovering from a particularly nasty headache." 


She hums, lifting her saucer in solidarity. "Aren't we all?" Obviously recovering her own New Year's celebration 


"I spent the early hours of the new year cleaning up sick, and peeling him orange slices." Morrissey's drones 
monotonously. 


"You love it" Linder shoots back immediately, without a hint of hesitation 


Morrissey doesn't say anything; his eyes soften as he looks at her, before lowering them into his saucer 


thoughtfully, fidgeting his fingers slightly. 
"Oh, don't give me that." She frowns, facing him more directly, bringing her feet to sit cross legged. 
"| suppose | do." Morrissey admits, softly. 


| reckon that everything is going well between you two, then?" She answers just as soft, not wanting to break 


the atmosphere. 

"Oh, Linder he's perfect" He finally opens up. "Truly extraordinary. I've never met anyone like him before." 

He continues, and Linder doesn't say anything, she only listens. Her input wasn't needed. In all her years of 
knowing Morrissey, she's never heard him speak so candidly and so open in regards to another person, and with 
such passion she'd only seen evoked in him through records, and films, and literature. This was entirely 

new. "H-he's gorgeous, he is." He stutters out, shyly. Still embarrassed about his more human desires, and his 
physical attraction towards Johnny. "-and so bloody brilliant! At everything it seems; cooking, conversation.. 
other things." Morrissey trails off, his face flushing slightly. Embarrassed that he was getting so carried 
away. 


"Other things?" Linder cuts in, smiles knowingly. "Do you mean sex?" 


Morrissey doesn't say a word, and sinks into the sofa dramatically, covering his face with one of it's cushion, 


and groans loudly at his best friend's lack of discretion 


"How is the sex, anyway? We've going to have to discuss this one day." She tells him, attempting to pull the 


cushion from over his face." 

"Please stop talking about this." He tells her 

"I bet he's wild in the sack" Linder continues, thoroughly ignoring his theatrics. 
"No, please stop!" 


“Alright, alright. I'll behave. | swear it" She laughs, and decides to give just this onceHe removes the cushion 


from his head a looks at her very seriously for a moment. 
"IFs just..its just that I've never felt this way about anyone before." Morrissey tells her. 


Linder doesn't say anything; and this time she just smiles, taking sips of her now lukewarm tea, as she listens 


to her friend talk, because sometimes that's all he needs. 


"I thought it could never happen for me, and yet." Morrissey doesn't finish his sentence, because he cant. He 


only looks at her and hopes his eyes are able to express, what seems like for the first time his words can not. 
She looks, and she understands. 


"I'm so happy for you." 


Quiet Life 


| want to do with you what spring does with the cherry trees'- Pablo Neruda, Twenty Love Poems and a Song 
of Despair 


It's much later when | leave Linder's flat, past lunch, but not quite time for tea, its much colder now than it 
was earlier, the kind of cold that bites into you, and leaves you feeling raw, and damaged like an exposed nerve. 
The sun was already beginning to set, and it would be dark in a few hours, the temperature was expected to 
drop below O tonight, not the kind of weather one would like to be caught in. | hadn't meant to stay out as late 
as | did, but when Im with Linder, my oldest, and until fairly recently only friend, it's easy to let time slip away 
from me. Our relationship is extraordinary in the fact that | don't meet many people | can get on with, she 
was the first person where our interactions didn't feel forced, and didn't leave me desperate to leave within 
minutes of the meeting, where conversation flows in a natural, comfortable rhythm. She and | have always 
vibrated on the same frequency. Our goals and aspirations always in align with each other's and much bigger 


than what this proverbial Northern town could ever hope to contain or encourage. 


The closest I've ever felt that feeling of complete and utter belonging is on stage, singing songs of sadness and 
desire, and an acute awareness of one's own suffering, while trying to keep face through it all, concepts that 
do not begin and end with me, but feel like they do, but | can't talk to them, in the way | do to her, | can't tell 
how his arms brushes against mine in the morning, that ignites a fire in me that burns throughout the entire 
day, or of the first time i made you reach orgasm, and the look on your face was the moment | started to 


believe in God again. 
| could but it just wouldn't be proper, what would the neighbors think.. 


The only other person | have that kind of chemistry, and | think it really goes without saying is Johnny. My 
most profound bond of all. But | also can't talk to him in the way | talk to Linder. | can't talk to him about him. 
| can't tell him that he's always on my mind, that he's first thing | think of when | wake up, and the last 
thought | have before going to sleep. | could, if | ever muster enough courage, | swear | would, but Im already 
so vulnerable around him, he has the power to destroy me if he so wished it, and surely he must know 
already. What would be the purpose of bringing it up? I've thought of it so many times, of telling him words 
that | thought | would never say to anyone. That Im throughly, achingly, and desperately, in love with him, but 


every time | get the chance, when | look in his eyes a strange fear grips me, and | just can't. 
| pull my scarf tighter around my neck, a gust of wind blows through me a chills me to the bone. 


Its so strange really, how quickly my life has changed. Before my unbelievable good fortune, when he walked 
into my life all those months ago | had all the time in the world to spend with her, sitting in her room, listening 
to records, reading books on feminist theory, and poetry that cuts me into me like a knife, while she paints 


portraits in the corner. Sometimes we speak, and sometimes not, just living and breathing in silence together. 


But all that has changed now, in between tour dates and recording sessions, between television appearances and 
breakfasts with my mother, between making coffee, and midnight drives to nowhere in particular, with him 
beside me, between love, and lust. | don't have a lot of time to just sit in silence anymore, but couldn't bear 


the thought of leaving her behind, | have to make time. 


| told her admirers throwing flowers at my feet, and young men and women running on stage just to touch me. 
| told her of my how things with Johnny were going, only sparring the most intimate of details (much to her 
chagrin). 


Meeting Johnny had been a blessing, truly a blessing from a god | had never had faith in, who until then had 
never done anything worth squat for me, had sent me an angel to save me from a purgatory | could have 
never escaped by myself, in a flash my life had changed from the scrapes and squalor of harsh urban 


mundanity, into a dream. 


| see our building in the distance, a fairly old, large building, of brick and mortar built sometime around the mid 
1140's, and my fingers are near frozen when | reach the outside. Im giving myself a mental throttling for 
heading out this morning without my gloves. Cursing my need to prioritize aesthetics over practicality. Even 


those clunky vulgar monstrosities were preferable over frostbite. 


The lift is still broken, just as it was when | left this morning, so | take the stairs to our flat on the fourth 
floor. The stairways as a result of a shoddy ventilation were freezing, and | could have almost sworn that it 
was warmer outside, than it was in here. The hallways are long, poorly lit, and very narrow, just enough room 
for two people to walk side by side, but not quite enough for three. The floors were covered in stained beige 
carpet and creaked when you stepped on it, the entire building seemed to have a certain ‘aura’ about it, that i 
couldn't quite place my finger on. Johnny thought it was eerie, like something out of the Shining, he liked to put 
on a macho persona whenever we were in the company of others, but he knows | notice how he grips my hand 
a little tighter on those nights when we come in late, when all the lights are out. It's a bit creepy, yes but | 
rather liked it. The rent was cheap, and we didn't spend an enormous amount of time here, between being at 
the studio, and touring; staying at hotels, it mostly acted as a form of stability, a place to call home when it 
was all said and done. It was close to downtown, within walking distance when we drunk and tired and didn't have 


the energy to catch the tran all the way to my mother's house. It was good. 


We live in flat 212, it's the last door at the end of the hall. The door like all the others is painted in a deep 
royal blue, the 212 branded in rusted numbers, just above the small peephole. 


| open the door and step inside, closing it quickly behind me lest | let the warm air out into the hallway. It's 
considerably warmer, almost heavenly. Johnny always kept it very warm, especially in the colder. months. His 
family couldn't afford proper heating when he was growing up, almost freezing to death every winter. When he 


moved out, he vowed he'd never go cold or hungry again. 


| hear a rustling from down the hall, and spot Tibby, my old but incredibly loyal tabby cat peep his head from 


behind the archway, he recognizes me instantly and trots over, his tail in the air and wagging, he mewls in the 


way he does when he's pleased to see me, and rubs against my leg demanding to be paid attention to. | pick 
him up, and he purrs loudly, rubbing his nose against the side of my face, "Did you and Johnny have fun 
today?" | ask him kissing the side of his face, and he looks at me with wide eyes, like he has no idea what l'm 
saying and is just pleased to be here. A moment later he wants to be let down, and begins squirming so | put 


him down, giving him one final pet and letting him go on about his business. 


Our rented flat on the fourth floor, its modest in size, and tidy. It has a small dining area, with an attached 
kitchen, and shelves that are always bare (both of us have become far too accustomed to eating out), my 
mother would be scandalized, a bathroom, a single bedroom, and a living room. It has hardwood floors, | suspect 
the same floors as in the hall if you were to tear up the carpet, beige walls, and high ceilings, relatively, 
although not nearly high enough to be considered overtly extravagant. This wasn't London after all. Its silent, 
unusually so. Silence was not a foreign concept for me, but Johnny was the type who always needed 
background noise, he came from a large lrish-Catholic immigrant family, not dissimilar to my own, but there 
was definitely more of them, I've met quiet a few of them loud, lively, boisterous people with good intentions. 
Who more often then not lived together, or in the same neighborhood and were constantly running in and out 
of each other's houses. He tells me that in those days when it's completely quiet someone was either in the 
doghouse or about to be, and thus doesn't like it when its ‘too quiet, ' and because of that for a moment | 
suspect that Johnny had gone out for a bit with some mates, and | can't help but feel a bit possessive. 


I's stupid, really. He can come and go whenever he pleases. He is not a prisoner here, and yet.. 


| hate that cling to him in this way, | hate feeling like | have to, and | hate that | feel like Im always on the 
verge of loosing him, you don't know the meaning of misery until you're constantly on the cusp of waiting for 
the other shoe to drop, day in, and day out. After years of isolation, it's almost impossible for me to believe 
that someone, anyone could find something worthy of their love in me, when all I've ever had was evidence to 
the contrary. Like a starving man, suddenly and without warning placed in front of a feast. Who should feel 
nothing but gratitude is instead distrustful, or convinces himself that's its nothing more than a mirage, a 
fallacy, a deception, a lie. Or if he does believe it's real, he feels like it's going to be snatched away from him 
without warning so he devours quickly and clings to what he can, lest it be taken away if he were to look away 


for a second. 


How can | not live in a constant state of fear? No one understands me better than myself, and | know Im 
difficult, and that I'm hard to get on with. Im not blind, | see when we go to clubs, the way men look at him 
with hunger in their eyes, before we starting recording, before we were The Smiths, when we were just 
‘Steven and Johnny’ we would frequent the gay club scene in Manchester together, just for kicks, and oh | 
remember how he flourished underneath the artificial lights, his body moving in almost anatomical precision to 
the synthesized New Wave pouring out of speakers like honey, his pale skin changing colors like a chameleon 
underneath the flashing lights, and | could do nothing but watch how he would flirt with men, his thin chest 
protruding in confidence, and sexual energy, his eyes blown wide under the influence of poppers, and whisky on 
the rocks. He'd lay on the charm, and have men buy him drinks, only to slide it to me while they weren't 
looking. 


At the end of the night, how they'd plead for him to spend the night with them, only for him to explain, and 


for them look at me and scoff, "him?!", and slip their numbers into his pocket anyway, even though they've 
been told he's spoken for, touching him with a barely suppressed sexuality that | could never muster outside 
of my bedroom, and with promises of a good time, never sparring me another glance. At the end of the night, 
he'd have several numbers stuffed in his pockets and he'd always make a show of tossing them out on the 


way home. 


| knew he did this for me, but | can't help but fear the day, it's my number being tossed away. Where a man 


with with stronger wit, and even stronger arms, who could give him so much more. 


No one understands or knows his reasons for staying with me, because no one knows anything. | don't know 
anything, because although it pains me more than | could ever imagine..he needs me for the band, but this 
relationship between us, he could do so much better, why does someone like him, who has so much to offer 
sully themselves with the likes of me? Johnny deserves passion, and excitement. Not boys who lock themselves 
away, boys who watch kitchen sink dramas in their mother's living room's, and drink stale tea in their Batman 


pajamas. It's a strange world. One | don't claim to understand. 


| don't understand, | don't understand, but no matter, even if this all ends tomorrow, for now when it's just he 
and |, beneath the covers together, and there's nothing between us but a contented silence, in those dark, 
languid hours where sadness used to confine me, but not anymore the world doesn't seem as crushingly 
difficult. For a short while | cease to be myself, and so scattered, in that moment life no longer feels like a 
problem that | just can't figure out, and | feel for what seems like the first time, completely and unequivocally 
at ease with my lot in life, and that makes it all worth it, | reckon 


| pull off my coat, and hang it on the rack beside the door and it's then that | notice Johnny's is still there, an 
oversized woolen number that, he has to roll up at the sleeves, | think it must've belonged to his father or 
perhaps an older male cousin, or uncle a hand me down that he never quite grew into, but never quite got 
around to replacing. | can't help but breath a sigh of relief when | see it, and it's then that | pick up on the 


white noise of running water coming from the bathroom just down the hall. 


| wander into the kitchen, with no real purpose, except with the decision to busy myself, until he gets out. It's 
strange really, for my entire life | have been, | wont say contented, but perfectly capable of going on about 
my life without wondering what to do with me hands. My life taking a breather, as | wait for someone else to 


Join me. 


| think of calling my mother. Something to make the time go by quicker, but that feels cheap, and | have 
absolutely nothing to talk about. 


There's a pack of cigarettes on the counter, a habit of his that's known to become excessive, when he's feeling 
stressed or restless, or bored he can easily go through a pack a day if you let him. There's a single bowl in 
the sink, and | busy myself cleaning it. 


I's is oddly therapeutic, and relaxing. The sound of running water muffled in the distance, the wind howling 
outside my window, Tibby rubbing against my leg, as | clean a single dish. 


The sound of the shower shuts off, briefly interrupting my contemplations of nothing in particular, the noise 
of running water is directly replaced by his quiet movement, our walls are paper thin, and | loose my self in 
the sound of him shuffling about. | close my eyes, my body on autopilot, drying the dish more thoroughly than 
was absolutely neccisary as | allow myself to ease into the amenity of this moment, and can think of nothing 
but the feel of my fingers running through the notches in his spine. The world pauses and in that space where 
emptiness and substance seem to neatly overlap lyes him, his lips so soft and warm, and pale flesh, that Im 


sure is bruised from using water much too hot, and eyes the color of warm whisky. 


The door creaks, the floorboards creak, the entire entire world creaks beneath him, as | let the faucet keep 
running, so that he knows he's not alone anymore. | put the dish in the cupboard, and wipe off the counter, 
tossing the rag into the sink before turning around to see him underneath the archway. My darling, my muse, 
and Im not for the first time, stricken by how honestly beautiful | find him. He's not beautiful in a classical 
way, not the type of beauty you see spread over the cover of fashion magazines, and on daytime television, 
he's lovely, but not in the eyes of the general public (for what do they know anyway?), for them he's far too 
short, too scrawny, his nose is too long to be considered ideal, his eyes too sunken in and he has the sickly 
pale complexion on your typical Northerner, like a character out of a Dickens novel. His hair isn’t ‘silken tresses 
of the deepest ebony, its black and scruffy like an unkept child when he doesn't put forth the effort of 
styling it and at this moment damp, and dripping onto the floor, laying flat and pitiful against his head, his eyes 
are not endless pools of melted amber; they're just brown, and although | never thought much of brown eyes 
before meeting him, always thinking they were rather dull in comparison, the default to the extraordinary, | 


damn myself for ever entertaining such foolishness, how could | be so blind 


| think of the night not too long ago, while we were still on tour, after one glass of wine too many, he told me 
of how school children would often tease him. Growing up in the 60's, a child of Irish immigrant, wasn't the 
easiest of roads for any of us, but for you who always seemed to be so small, and different. You told me of 
how when you were in preschool, some awful child called you a paddy leprechaun, and it made you cry, and you 
hid behind the bushes until teacher came and found you. You had to learn to brush it off, but those things 
always have a way of sticking with you, don't they? 


To imagine that anyone could ever think him dull, or plain, or ugly. | can't stand the thought of it, so | don't 
think of it anymore. 


"0i, Mozza," he smiles, his eyes bright, and unwavering, and | feel as though everything | had ever lost come 


back to me. "I didn't notice ye’ comin’ in" 


| look in his eyes, and see nothing but fondness, it's honest and warm, and | feel like a besotted schoolgirl, my 


stomach curls in warmth, not dissimilar to how | felt the first time he kissed me. 


"No one ever does." | answer without thinking. There is a certain sense of self deprecation in everything | do, 


everything | say. It's so ingrained in my self, | hardly even notice l'm doing it. 


He rolls his eyes at me, "now that is not true, and you know it” 


"Hm. 


But it is so true. Im not so much an "International Pop Star" as | am Patron Saint to the Romantically Retarded, 
and Sexually Disastrous. | accept this. 


"People adore you. | adore you." 


| suppose thats true, it's hard pill for me to swallow, someone "adoring" me. All my life I've never been 


anything more than an eccentric curiosity to people, an endearing quirk at best, and a stuck up twat at worst. 
"| notice you." 

He walks over to me, smiles, -and God, he's in my clothes, a pair of drawstring trousers, pulled taunt over his 
slim waist, the hems were rolled up at the bottom so they wouldn't drag on the floor, and a shirt | purchased 
from the Primitives gig | went to a few months back; Im not monstrously bigger than him or anything, but 
he's just so tiny, a fact he's doesn't normally like to draw attention to, but | suppose in the comfort of our 


flat, with no one around but me to see, its not too surprising that he doesn't mind as much. Still, he doesn't 


particularly like me to comment on it, so | don't. 
There's something so intimate about it. Me, who has lived in a constant state of starvation . 


He props himself up on the counter near the sink, his thighs parting to make room for me, and | take my place 


in-between them without question Wrapping my arms around his waist, and kissing him lightly. 

"So, where'd you disappear off to, then?" He asks, breaking away from me. "You've been gone all day," 

| barely register the question, my thoughts too caught up. | was happy to be here with him, | didn't want to 
talk about where I'd been, where I'd been is in the past, and therefore entirely irrelevant. | grip him by the 
waist, and pull him closer to me, burying my nose into the tendons of his neck, just breathing him in. The 


scent of mint and rosemary momentarily replacing his usual smell of cigarettes. It's intoxicating. 


"Hm?" He enquires again, his tone slightly agitated at my avoiding the question, but not nearly enough to pull 


away from me, but still expecting an answer. 

"Just to Linder's," | answer finally, rocking my lower body into his. 
"All day?" He questions 

"Mhm hmm” 


"Should | be jealous?," his tone is playful, but not so playful just under the surface. He'd always had his 
suspicions about the nature of Linder and l's relationship. | don't understard it at all. 


"What on earth would you have to be jealous about?" | ask him, honestly my hands wandering over every part 


of his body | could reach. 


Johnny moans loudly and clutches at my shoulders. "You're affectionate today," he laughs, breaking the kiss, 
and hopping down from the counter. He pulls me in for one more, and | try to deepen it, clutching on to his 
arse, and lifting him off the ground just a bit, but he squeals and bats me away, "So what'd you and Linder 
talk about that's got you all hot and bothered?" he asks before walking over to the edge of the counter, and 
picking up his pack, and the ashtray directly beside it, dumping it's contents into the rubbish bin He plucks a 
cigarette, dangling it in his mouth, and making the face he does when he's ruming low. He reaches for his 
lighter momentarily forgetting that he wasn't in his jeans, and rolls his eyes before walking over to the stove, 
turning on the burner and lighting it with the swift confidence of someone who has done this countless times 


before. 
"You mostly," | answer honestly. 
"No kiddin'?" He laughs, expelling the smoke from his lungs with a satisfied breath. 


He walks over to the refrigerator and pulls out a cold Coca Cola, popping it open and taking a sip, Im still leaning 
on the side of the counter when he walks back over to me, pulling at my shirt with his free hand gesturing 


for me to follow him into our living room. 


| reach for the cigarette, and he looks at me with an impish grin, but nodding, before taking another drag, and 
passing it to me. He walks over to our record player, and begins fiddling with it. | watch him, taking a drag, 
letting the smoke float around in my mouth, letting it cool before taking a deep inhale. | don't particularly like it, 
but | don't dislike it either. | just find it oddly romantic smoking here with him. 


Japan's, Gentlemen Take Polaroid's bellows dark and melodic from the speakers. Johnny moves in time with the 
synthesizers, his hips swinging softly to the beat, | can't take my eyes off of him, my body already feeling a 
slight buzz from the nicotine. | take another drag. 


Now there's a girl about town I'd like to know 
I'd like to slip away with you 
And if you said you love me how could | mind? 


Is there another side to everything you do? 


| think he can feel my gaze on him, because he turns around suddenly, and begins walking over to me, | take 
one final drag before handing it back to him, its already more than halfway gone, but he smiles at me and 
climbs into my lap, his knees digging into the couch, and kissing me deeper than before, his tongue tangling with 
mine. He pulls away, and takes another drag, holding the smoke in his lungs longer than before and turning away 
so he wouldn't blow smoke in my face, he takes one final inhale before stubbing it out in the ashtray he 
carried with him from the kitchen, and the smoke billows around his head like a halo. 


On a particularly atmospheric track, when the music takes a turn into ambiance his body freezes suddenly, and 
he sinks into me, he feels like he's vibrating in the same rhythm as the music, and | can feel his fingers twitch 
on the nape of my neck, his breathing heavy, and he's gone completely silence, almost like his body is shutting 
due to overstimulation. 

"are you high?" 

"Just a bit," he laughs. 

Im not sure what to make of that. Im no prude when it comes to drugs, any pleasure someone could find on 
this dreary little island of ours, | say let them be, but | can't remember the last time he's been completely 


sober during this, and..and | don't know how | feel about that.. 


"This feels so good," he's mumbling in my ear, hips grinding into me in time with the music. He's already so 


hard. "Do you want to go out tonight?" 
Not particularly, no. 

"Why? What's going on tonight?" 
"Nothing, really. | just feel like going out. * 
"We just went out last night.” 


"That was just to the pub and with Andy and Mike. | mean out, out." He sounds a bit exasperated with me, but 


that could just be the drugs. "Please Mozza | want to go where there's music and there's people!" 
"You can go out if you like, you don't need me to your chaperone," because he doesn't 

"But you don't like it when | go out to clubs without you" 

"Ive never said that." 


"You don't have to." His voice isn't accusing, just stating facts. | think of responding to that, but the track 


changes, and so does his interest in this conversation 


"Oh, | love this song! Please kiss me?," and | do, hooking my arms behind his back, and i kiss him, and it's good. 
So good. 


In a bizarre moment of passion, | stand up, holding him upright, which startles him into a peel of laughter, he 
winds up wrapping his legs against my waist as | carry him all the way to our bedroom. The lights are off, and 
| don't bother to turn them on, he's still laughing when | dump him onto our bed, and looks me up and down, | 
can't make out his facial expression, but | can tell he's pleased. 


| don't know what's gotten into you today love, but | like it," his voice although playful was thick with 


unsuppressed fervor. 


| kiss him hard, devouring him, and It goes on like this for awhile, kissing intensely blocking out the rest of the 
world, | can't even hear the music in the next room, our bodies so in sync with each other moving with 
purpose. Johnny, who is more experienced than me in these matters guides us, speeding up and slowing down 
as he likes. It becomes so heavy, and Im so incredibly turned on right now | can hardly stand it, and if the hard 
lump between Johnny's legs thats jutting me in the leg is anything to go by so is he. 


"Christ" Johnny groans softly, as pulls away from me and rubs himself with his palm through the fabric of 
his keks. In a shuddering breath he pulls away completely, standing beside the edge of the bed, and hastily 
begins peeling off clothing. He tosses his shirt to the side, revealing the lightly freckled skin He starts fussing 
with the drawstring on his trousers, but in his altered state can't seem to find the coordination to untangle 
the knot, he makes a frustrated grunt before leaning into me, his cock, warm and heavy rocking against my 
shoulder in a filthy rhythm like he's finally lost the will to control himself, desperate for some form of 
contact. | grip his waist firmly to still him, | can't be expected to concentrate on anything with him moving like 
that. He takes the hint, and stills himself beneath my hands, long enough for me to loosen the knot, and slide 
the garment down and off . He's not wearing underpants so here he stands before me as naked as he was on 


the day of his birth. His erection solid and jutting up his stomach. 


My hands act under their own volition, starting at his shoulders, and working their way down his chest, my 
thumbs giving each of his ripples and few teasing flicks, as he moans in appreciation, past his ribs, my fingers 
silently counting each one before slipping down from his waist, and past his hips, to clutch the soft fleshly 
mounds of his arse, | squeeze them a few times, trying not to be too rough but the sound of how much it's 
obviously arousing him makes it difficult. My hands finally reach his erection, and | grip it's base, before 
flicking my tongue against the head, just a few times to tease him. He nearly jumps out of his skin 


"God, don't stop." He swallows, tangling his hands in my hair, urging me to keep going. 


He looks at me with wide frustrated eyes when | stand up, and | tower over him, my knees feel weak 
underneath me, | lean down to kiss him once, before turning him around so his back is now facing the bed, and 


he eases himself down. 


He moves his hand from underneath my shirt, and focuses his attention more of my jeans. He starts undoing 
the buttons one by one, my anticipation building with each audible pop. He takes my cock out, it's rock hard and 
leaking for him, he looks up at me, and licks his lips, before taking me all in with one swallow, never breaking 
eye contact. | nearly shoot then and there at the feeling his nose rubbing the skin beneath my bellow button, 
my cock at the back of his throat. He's relentless, his head bobbing between my legs as though his life 
depended on it, he chokes a bit, his eyes watering slightly but he doesn't stop, flicking his tongue against my 
the swollen head, before plunging back down, one hand fondling my balls, and the jerking himself off in quick 


strokes, he's looking up at me, and God if he doesn't stop soon, he's going to make me come. 


| grip the back of his head, and pull him off of me. My cock slipping out of his mouth with a wet pop, he licks 
up and down my cock a bit, before placing a few loud kisses on the head smearing the precum on his lips, and 
licking it off. He pushes himself closer to the middle of the bed, and motions with his finger for me to follow. | 
slide my trousers the rest of the way down, and off before crawling towards my him. The animal instinct in 


me brimming to the surface. 


Regardless of what anyone else thought, | was still a man. My instinct to conquer, to ravish were driving me 
mad, | felt absolutely feral. | push his legs up, and out of the way, and without warning stroke my tongue up 
and down his anus, as rough as i can and the sound he makes is wild. | grip his cock, and alternate between 
sucking on his balls, and leaving wet open kisses inside of him. | suck the tip of his cock, lapping up his precum, 
holding it in my mouth, and spitting it inside of his arse. He shivers particularly hard at that. | press the tips 
of my thumbs just outside of his opening, and spread him wider, burying my entire face inside of him, eating 


him, relishing in his moans of encouragement. 


| stop, his arse already red and swelling underneath my attention, and crawl back up his body, letting him taste 
himself on my lips, after a few moments | try to pull away from him, but he snatches me back with force, 
kissing me again | manage to pull away moments later, a sliver of saliva hanging between our lips, and lean 
over him to reach into our bedside dresser, for our bottle of lubricant and a condom. Somewhere in the back 
of my consciousness | notice that we're running low on both and make a quick mental note to buy more the 
next time we're at the shop. However that thought slips away when | feel his slim hand stroking me off in 
rough strokes. | squeeze a drop of lubricant on to my fingertips, and push his hand away, gently feeling his 
arsehole, but not pushing in fully. Just swiveling my finger around, my other hand gripping his erection, 


stroking him in an even rhythm. 


He moans loudly, and tells me to quit teasing. So | squeeze a healthy drop of lube onto my fingers, and slather 
it between his cheeks, he shudders at the cool sensation of it, sucking a breath through his teeth but allows 
me continue. | make sure he was fully covered before easing two finger into him. He hisses, but spreads his 
legs a bit wider for me. | take my time doing this, | don't want to hurt him, and only stick a third finger in 
when he's moaning beneath me, his legs quivering around my hips, and his body is rocking in rhythm with my 
hand. When | do his breath catches, and grips my wrist tightly, | look up and his eye's are wide, and panicked, 
and for a moment he doesn't seem to recognize me.'No, stop. Please.." He sounds afraid, and | pull my fingers 
out immediately, ceasing all movement, and just holding on to him. 

"Shhh, its alright" | comfort him the best way | can, and, just allowing him to breath. He's not crying, but he 
doesnt look too far off from it. 


"lts alright, love. It's me. It's just me." | tell him, petting the back of his hair, 


He's gripping me hard, his nail leaving hard scratches down my back, but after a few moments he begins to 
settle, his grip loosens, and his breathing starts to even. This happens sometimes. He's never told me why, why 
certain thing trigger him, but | have an idea, and just the thought of it is enough to make me plot murder. We 
never discuss it afterwards. Its an unspoken rule. 

‘Sorry, mate." He breathes out after his episode is over, he's tone is of one that trying to make it seem like 
it's less of a big deal than it is. 


But he's relaxed now, and want me to begin touching him again, so i do. His touch is light and undemanding as | 
kiss his chest, my tongue lapping at one of his nipples, and he laughs at the feeling of it and urges me to go 
lower. | obey, slowly kissing down his body, going lower, and lower until | reach his cock, and | take him in my 
mouth again, this time not holding back taking him in my mouth as far as he would go, sucking long and hard. 
Relishing in the sounds of his passion | pull off with a pop, my hand still gripping his cock, as | slip all three 
fingers in him at the same time. 


This time he doesn't object, reaching out to touch my face. | flick my fingers in and out of him searching for 
that gland inside that'll have him crying out my name, and when | find it, | am rewarded almost instantly with 
the sight of him bucking hard and wild underneath me. We do this enough for me to be familiar with his body. 


Contrary to hearsay, Im surprisingly a decent lover. 


My body had been so thoroughly neglected, before meeting him. Him allowing me to touch and explore him like 
this has awoken something primal inside of me, some secret lust, and passion that had lain dormant for all 
those years I'd spent locked away in my bedroom. Every kiss, every caress, it fells like Im making up for lost 
time. Every nerve in my body felt like a live wire. 


"Please." Johnny swallows again. "Please. Don't stop." 
| stop, pulling my fingers out of him, and he calls me a cunt. 
"just give me a minute love." 


| fiddle with the condom, tearing the wrapper open and slipping it on, | take the lube and add a bit more to my 
cock for good measure, jerking myself off just to take the edge off. He's so ready, his legs spread wide, and 
willing. | climb on top of him, reaching over next to us to grab a pillow and shove it underneath him. He 
reaches his arm up and runs his hand against my stomach, feeling the lean muscles beneath. | line myself 


against his arse, but don't push in because | have to ask. 


"Do you want this?" No matter how often we do this, | still need to hear his full consent. | need to be 
absolutely sure he wants this. 


He looks at me, and his eyes shimmer like he wants to say something sentimental, but he doesn't. He just looks 
up at in me whispers to me "Yes." 


"Yeah?" | ask again, this time teasingly. 


"God, yes!" he laughs. "Do to me what you will" He raises his arms above his head, in a mock surrender, 
moaning slightly as i press my erection against the opening of his arse. We both groan when the tip of my 
cock pushes all the way into the warm, wet heat of your body, and | grip your waist, so | have something to 


hold on to for slow descend all the way inside of his body- 


The phone rings. 


Ring...ring...ring...ring... 


The sound is loud and feels out of place in the quiet intimacy of our bedroom, it effectively snatches me out 
of the moment, and | look down at him, his eyes closed, and eyebrows are furrowed not at all disguising his 


agitation. He looks up at me and curses. 


"Hold on," he tells me, sighing, and mumbling about whoever's on the other line's shite timing, | couldn't agree 
more, my cock twitching when | pull my tip out of him. He's already reaching out on our bedside table for the 
phone. 


We don't receive many telephone calls, and when we do it's usually something pressing that needs our 


immediate attention, or something that we really shouldn't put off for much longer. Not many people call just 


to chat. 

He pulls the phone off the receiver, and answers. 

"Aye?" His voice is low and agitated, a little breathless. Its not overtly sexual, but has an air of ‘you've caught 
me at a bad time, make this conversation quick’ | press a finger inside him, not a lot just enough for him to 
feel it, and lean down to place soft closed mouth kisses on the side of his neck, making him tense just a bit. 
The other person responds, Johnny coughs suddenly, his body freezing up, and pushing me away from him a 
little harshly. For a moment | feel a bit affronted by this, pulling my finger out of him completely, when he 
sits up straight. 

"AYE, Hil Ms. Dywer! Hello, how are youl" He says it a bit too enthusiastic to be considered genuine, his face 
flustered. There's a slight pause, and he looks up at me, his eyes are somewhere between embarrassed and 
horrified 


"l-Im well, thanks..," he swallows. "Y-yeah, yes of course, he's right here." 


He jerks the phone in my direction, begging me to take it. "It's ya mum," he hisses, leaning back onto the 


mattress and covers his eyes with his hands. 
| take the phone from him, and answer. 
"Hello, mother." 


"Hello, Steven," she's laughs, "I hope | haven't caught you at a bad time, love," her voice playful in that way 


that she knew what | was up to, but wasn't going to comment on it. 


"No, it's..fine. Is everything alright 


"Oh, yes, everything's alright. | don't want to keep you long, dear. | just wanted to tell you that we're having 


dinner tonight. | want you to come" 
| look down at Johnny, his face still hidden, but | can see that his ears have started to turn red 

"What time?" 

"Around 7 dear and you can bring Johnny if you like. 

"Hl ask him 

"Please do try to come make it tonight Steven, we hardly ever see you! 

"Hm" That's not completely true, | visit my mother often, but | honestly have no interest in my other family 
members. A shower of aunts, uncles, cousins, and in laws who never cared much about me before, and who 
probably just want to borrow money. 


"Sounds lovely, I'l be sure to make an appearance," | flinch immediately after saying it, it sounded like sarcasm. 


‘Im serious, Steven," her tone was sharp. She was serious, it always pained her that | was never able to get on 


with the rest of the family, but it was never my fault 

"So am I, | promise Ill stop by for a bit” 

She sighs 

"Alright sweetheart, and be sure to ask your lovey, everyone's dying to meet him!" 
"| will. | love you, Mother" 

"| love you ,and Il see you tonight" and she hangs up. 


| put the phone back on the receiver, and sigh. | lean over Johnny his palms still resting over his face. | move 
them and kiss him tenderly, cupping his face in my hands. 


"What happened?" He asks me. 
"Nothing, my mother's having a family thing, and wants me to come ‘round for dinner tonight.” 


"Oh: 


"You don't have to if you're not up for it, | know you said you wanted to go clubbing tonight, but my mother 


says you're welcome to come." 


"Nah, it's alright we can go out some other night. lve never met any of your family before, besides your 
mother." 


"Prepare to be severely disappointed” 

He laughs, "so what? Are the whole lot of them like you, then?" 

"Hardly" | scoff. "They're awful" 

He laughs again, this time with a tone of embarrassment "your mother probably hates me 


"Absolutely not, my mother adores you," | spread his legs, and position myself between them as we were 


before, already to be done with this conversation 
"Does your family know about me?" 
"Mhm, | imagine so, my mother has magazine cutouts," more interested in leaving a nice bruise on his neck. 


"No.." He stopped, clearly not sure if he should ask or not. "Steven | mean, do they know about me? Not that 
we're in the same band. | mean about us?" 


"| haven't the faintest” 

"You've not told them?" 

"Not personally, but Im sure my mother has" 
"Why not personally?" 


"I just don't really have a good relationship with the lot of them," | snap at him, but i don't mean to, my voice 
an air of finality, and he gets the hint. 


He doesn't answer, the conversation already finished, and he instead decides to lye back, and steady his 
breathing as | ease every inch of my cock inside of him until its buried completely. He wraps his arms around 
my neck, and pulls me down until we're laying chest to chest, his body arching beneath me, as | pull out of 


him, preparing to thrust back in, and there are no more words. 


